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The  Second  Annual 
Stephan  G.  Stephansson 
Poetry  Competition 

During  the  1986/87  school  year,  Alberta  Culture  and 
Multiculturalism,  Historic  Sites  Service  sponsored  the 
Second  Annual  Stephan  G.  Stephansson  Poetry 
Competition  for  school  age  children  in  the  Red  Deer 
and  Calgary  regions.  The  objectives  of  this 
competition  are  to  create  an  awareness  of  Stephan  G. 
Stephansson,  Canada's  "Poet  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains"  and  his  poetry,  and  to  provide  an 
opportunity  for  students  to  express  themselves  in 
verse. 

Poems  were  judged  by  an  independent  panel  of 
judges.  One  winner  and  up  to  three  honourable 
mentions  were  chosen  in  each  of  the  grade  categories 
3-12.  The  winning  poems  were  read  and  prizes  were 
awarded  by  the  guest  poet,  Ms.  Kristjana  Gunnars,  at 
the  Pifth  Annual  Tombola  Festival  on  July  12,  at 
Stephansson  House. 

This  anthology  contains  the  ten  first  prize  and 
twenty-four  honourable  mention  poems  as  selected  by 
our  judges.  We  hope  you  will  enjoy  reading  them. 


Night 

Dark,  windy,  spooky,  creepy. 
Night  has  come  at  last. 

One  by  one, 

Stars  come  out 
And  gather  around 
The  moon. 

No  little  girl's, 

Or  little  boy's  light 
Is  on  at  night. 

Howling,  croaking,  bonfires 
Go  on  at  night. 

But  still  no  little  girl's 
Or  little  boy's  light 
Is  on  at  night. 


Heather  Graham 
First  Prize 
Grade  3 
Crossfield  Elementary 
Crossfield 


Nature 

In  the  forest  dark  at  night, 

Except  for  the  moon  there  is  no  light, 
I look  to  the  left, 

I look  to  the  right. 

Then  I run  with  all  my  might. 

My  heart  is  pounding  in  my  chest 
And  I know  I cannot  stop  for  a rest. 
On  and  on  1 run. 


Danny  Murphy 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  3 
St.  Augustine  School 
Calgary 


My  Kite 

Swish,  swish  in  the  air. 

Doing  something  that  I care. 
Pulling  string  up  in  the  sky, 
Hoping  the  colourful  kite  will  fly. 

Running,  running  with  the  kite. 

It  is  such  a beautiful  sight. 

Looking  at  all  the  colours  fly. 

In  the  shape  of  a butterfly. 

In  the  Spring  the  wind  is  blowing. 
And  the  kite  looks  like  it's  flowing. 
Wind,  wind  fly  my  kite. 

Up,  up  in  the  sky  so  bright. 


Vicki  Palomaki 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  3 

C.P.  Blakely  Elementary 
Sylvan  Lake 


The  Game 

The  game  at  Sylvan  was  not  much  fun 
For  they  out  scored  us  nine  to  one 
It  was  all  hit  hockey  from  start  to  finish 
We  played  that  way  for  sixty  long  minutes 
Our  goalie  got  hurt  from  a stick  in  the  chin 
But  he  still  made  lots  of  saves,  though  not 
enough  to  win 

The  refs  had  a problem  our  coach  once  said 
They  could  see  our  white  and  blue,  but  couldn't 
see  their  red 

When  the  game  was  over  we  got  undressed 
And  the  coach  said  to  us  "Don't  worry,  you  did 
your  best." 


Nathan  Gray 
First  Prize 
Grade  4 

James  S.  McCormick  School 
Lacombe 


Louis  Riel 

The  Metis  had  a simple  way  of  life 
allowing  them  to  have  a wife. 

When  Canada  bought  land  from  the 
Hudson's  Bay 

The  Metis  were  sad  and  did  not  want  to  stay. 
"They  are  changing  our  way  of  life 
causing  us  grief  and  lots  of  strife. 

We  liked  to  fish  and  trap, 
sit  in  the  sun  and  have  a nap. 

These  people  keep  coming  and  taking  our  lands 
we're  going  to  put  the  law  in  our  own  hands." 
Then  along  came  a man,  Riel  by  name 
who  did  not  like  the  settler's  game. 

He  praised  the  Lord, 
and  took  up  his  sword. 

Many  a soldier's  life  was  lost. 

Duck  Lake,  Batoche,  Fort  Gary  all  had  a cost. 
And  in  the  end,  Louis  Riel  was  hung, 

And  from  that,  the  Metis'  rights  have  all  begun. 


Roberta  Delidais 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  4 
Elnora  School 
Elnora 


Every  Time  I Look 

Every  time  I look, 

At  the  sunset  in  the  west, 

I feel  like  I could  fly! 

I always  feel  my  best. 

Every  time  I look. 

At  the  rainbow  in  the  sky, 

I think  of  when  God  put  it  there 

And  why. 

Everytime  I look, 

At  raindrops  on  my  pane, 

I feel  all  glowing  inside! 

I always  like  the  rain. 


Talena  Hilman 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  4 

C.P.  Blakely  Elementary 
Sylvan  Lake 


My  Brother 

There  is  a boy  in  my  house. 

Who  really  is  a pest. 

He's  always  up  to  something  new, 

But  teasing  he  does  best. 

When  I am  bad  he  tells  my  Dad, 

Of  that  you  can  be  sure. 

And  then  he  sits  there  with  a smirk. 
So  innocent  and  pure. 

As  you  guess,  he  is  my  brother, 

He  really  is  a jewel. 

And  I thank  God  each  and  every  day. 
That  mom  didn't  have  a girl! 


Chris  Bolan 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  4 

Mountvieiv  Elementary 
Red  Deer 


The  Finnish  Pioneers 


From  a land  far  away  they  came  to  Snake 

Lake, 

To  homestead  the  land  a new  life  to  make. 

Clearing  brush  and  swamp  with  axe  and  grub 
hoe. 

They  named  their  new  home  Kuusamo 

--In  Finnish--the  place  where  the  spruce  trees 
grow. 

Immigration  hall  in  Red  Deer  was  the  first 
place  to  stay 

The  site  of  the  present  day  club  cafe. 

From  there,  it  was  west  by  horse  and  wagon. 

Twenty  five  miles  or  more  to  a sod-covered 
cabin 

Friends  gave  them  shelter  till  their  own  house 
was  standing. 

Men,  women  and  children  they  toiled  night 
and  day. 

Clearing,  spading,  planting,  and  harvesting 
the  hay. 

They  looked  after  sick  animals,  skinning  those 
that  died 

Making  use  of  the  leather  that  came  from  the 
hide 

Milk,  cheese  and  butter  from  their  cow,  were 
highly  prized. 


In  the  long  hard  winters  with  snow  and  ice 
around. 

The  men  would  go  mining,  in  B.C., 
underground. 

The  money  earned  would  buy  livestock,  food 
and  seed. 

They  always  helped  one  another  in  a time  of 
need 

Hard  working,  neighbourly,  true  friends 
indeed. 

In  1903  they  opened  the  first  school 

A library  soon  followed,  education  was  the 
rule 

Determined  they  were  to  keep  culture  alive. 

With  music  and  dancing  and  art  they  did 
thrive 

And  today  we  admire  their  courage  and  drive. 

Life  is  different  today  with  all  our  modern 
conveniences 

TV,  telephone,  cars,  planes  and  so  on. 

But  we'd  be  wise  to  remember,  respect  and 
revere 

The  memory  of  the  hardy  Finnish  pioneer. 


Chris  Smith 
First  Prize 
Grade  5 

C.P.  Blakely  Elementary 
Sylvan  Lake 


Norman  Bethune 

Norman  Bethune  was  a curious  breed 
Always  in  search  of  more  people  in  need. 

A longing  to  doctor  the  sick  they  say 
Took  Norman  Bethune  to  shores  far  away. 

As  the  civil  war  played  havoc  in  Spain, 

He  transfused  blood  to  help  ease  the  pain. 

To  Mao  Tse  Tung  he  quietly  spoke 
And  consented  to  help  the  Chinese  folk. 
Always  on  front  and  amid  the  gun  shots 
He  helped  put  the  hurt  on  hospital  cots. 

He  took  the  wounded  medical  supplies 
As  they  lay  bleeding  and  covered  in  flies. 

In  China  the  people  all  wailed  and  cried 
When  weak  and  exhausted,  their  doctor  died. 
And  now  Doctor  Bethune  is  laid  to  rest 
To  become  a hero  among  the  best 


Davida  Delidais 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  5 
Elnora  School 
Elnora 


Changing  Of  The 
Seasons 

Running  through  the  sand  on  the  beach. 
The  sun  shining  at  my  back. 

The  waves  tumbling  at  me, 

I run  on  endlessly. 

The  wind  starts  to  blow. 

Sharp  and  cold  at  my  face. 

The  leaves  changing  from  green  to  yellow, 
I hurry  on  my  way. 

The  glittering  snow  starts  to  fall, 

Cold  and  soft  and  white. 

The  forest  slowly  freezes  and  dies. 

As  1 run  on  steadily. 

Suddenly  the  sun  appears! 

The  forest  springs  back  to  life. 

The  birds  and  animals  come  alive. 

But  still  I run  forever. 

Then  the  waves  come  back. 

The  sun  rippling  at  my  toes, 

I feel  as  though  I've  just  awakened, 

From  a long,  mysterious  dream. 


Sheri  Reid 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  5 

Oriole  Park  Elementary 
Red  Deer 


Rick  Hansen 

Pushing  through  the  wind  and  weather 
For  the  future. 

With  a song  in  mind 
And  a prayer  in  his  heart 
That  someday 
There  will  be  no  need 
For  the  wheelchair. 

That  no  man,  woman  or  child 
Will  be  exiled  to  its  dreaded  curse 
Of  utter  immobility. 

Man  in  Motion. 

Man  in  Motion. 

And  that  someday 

There  will  be  no  spine  snapping  accidents 
To  keep  a nine  year  old  from  the  games 
Of  a growing  child  uncovering  the  world. 

So  that  special  people  have  independence 
Unto  him  I devote  my  utmost  respect. 

Man  in  Motion. 

Man  in  Motion. 

On  his  quest  for  a cure 

He  has  been  forced  to  endure 

The  sand  and  heat  of  Asia 

To  the  rock  and  snow  of  his  home,  Canada 

From  the  parkland  hills  of  Red  Deer,  Alberta 

To  the  exerting  climb  of  Williams  Lake,  B.C. 

Man  in  Motion. 

Man  in  Motion. 


Christopher  Dortand 
First  Prize 
Grade  6 
Annie  L.  Gaetz  School 
Red  Deer 


Natural  Disaster 

Inching  along,  it's  so  dry. 

Suddenly  rain  pounds  down; 

The  worm  leaps  for  joy. 

He  slithers  through  the  grass. 

Pretending  to  be  a snake. 

He  moves  onto  the  path; 

And  glides  down  the  flat  cement  squares. 
The  giants  walk  here! 

They  have  come,  stamping  the  ground. 

If  only  the  worm  could  stop  sliding. 

He  screams  silently  at  the  murderers 
As  he  slides  underfoot. 

The  unfortunate  worm  has  enjoyed  the  rain 
For  the  last  time. 


Camille  McLcllan 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  6 
Charlie  Killam  School 
Cam  rose 


The  Ocean 

Swift  rolling  waves 

Travelling  over  the  land 

Pushing  everything  out  of  its  path 

Uncontrollable  and  unstoppable 

Salt  crystals  flying 

Beneath  the  water  lies  a treasure 

Unheard  of,  unfound  and  lost 

Fish  of  all  kinds 

Shiny,  dark  or  deadly 

Coral  reefs  springing  up 

Shells  of  all  kinds 

Caves  and  caverns  hiding  in  the  dark 
Old  graveyards  of  sunken  ships  and  its  crew 
Plant  vegetation  is  strong  and  healthy 
Here,  beneath  the  sea,  it  is  peaceful 
No  traffic  or  noises,  just  plain  peace 
Below  or  on  the  ocean. 


Dustin  Henfrey 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  6 
Annie  L.  Gaetz  School 
Red  Deer 


My  Shoebox 

When  I look  inside  my  shoebox 
I sometimes  cry, 
as  I remember, 
days  gone  by. 

My  shoebox  holds  possessions 
from  long  ago, 

When  I was  little, 
just  starting  to  grow. 

There's  a little  pink  ribbon 
from  my  very  first  dress, 
and  a hollow,  blue  egg 
from  a robin's  nest. 

These  things  are  special, 
probably  only  to  me. 

They  hold  no  real  value, 
just  sentimentally. 

With  the  things  in  my  shoebox, 
I will  never  part, 
for  they  will  always  hold 
a special  place  in  my  heart. 


Sarah  Long 
First  Prize 
Grade  7 
Caroline  School 
Caroline 


Life 

Hustle  and  bustle,  pain  and  sorrow 
Happiness,  joy,  thoughts  of  tomorrow. 

Life  is  more  than  just  a word. 

It  isn't  just  spoken  and  isn't  just  heard. 
Life's  something  we  must  live  day  by  day. 
It  can  be  tough,  but  He  is  the  Way. 

Through  ups  and  downs. 

Rumbles  and  sounds. 

Swirls  and  spins. 

Needles  and  pins. 

The  Lord  will  guide. 

His  Spirit  will  provide 
A way  to  escape  the  snares  and  pits 
Crowds,  mockeries,  and  upsets. 

As  a roller  coaster  rises  and  falls. 

So  my  life  from  deep  despair  calls, 

I still  am  looking  for  a reason 
For  this  pain  and  treason. 

I try  to  live  right  for  His  name, 

But  when  tested,  I'm  just  not  the  same. 

I hope  someday  I will  find, 

A way  for  the  Lord  to  bind 
Me  close  to  Him. 


Leisha  Lane 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  7 

Koinonia  Christian  School 
Red  Deer 


Innocence 

Slowly  over  the  fence 
As  if  it  wasn't  there, 

The  mule  deer  looks,  before  it  begins 
To  cross  the  black  top  highway. 

Peacefully, 

The  deer  steps 

On  to  the  slick  highway. 

In  an  effort  to  cross. 

The  deer  moves  so  slowly. 

As  if  it  were  watching 
The  peacefulness 
That  surrounds  it. 

But  suddenly, 

The  screech  of  tires 

And  the  sound  of  a truck  leaving, 

Echoes  over  the  land. 

The  limp  body  lies  there. 

Alongside  the  highway. 

In  the  stillness. 

Of  the  morning. 

But  in  a nearby  meadow 
A beautiful  doe  watches  carefully, 
While  her  newborn  fawn, 

Staggers  to  stand. 


Leslie  Adams 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  7 
Caroline  School 
Caroline 


April  Frost 

Its  talon  grip  holds  crumpled  leaves. 
Still  frozen  on  the  ground. 

It  sparkles  from  the  leafless  trees 
Of  shimmering  morning  brown. 

The  pussy  willows  glimmer, 

Silver  sequins  on  a string 
While  the  brittle,  frosted  grasses 
Stand  so  coldly  glittering. 

Fresh  buds  gleam  like  candles 
Frosty  droplets  show  new  light 
On  their  golden  coats  of  satin. 

Echoing  the  sunrise  bright. 

The  sunlight's  rays  dance  quietly 
Across  the  frosted  land 
They  lap  the  white  frost  off  the  ground 
As  morning  spreads  her  fan. 

The  frost  is  melting  gently 
And  it  slowly  slips  away 
Erased  between  the  fragile  stalks. 
Disappearing  for  the  day. 


Cheryl  Dobinson 
First  Prize 
Grade  8 
Satinwood  School 
Clive 


To  Be  Human  Is... 

To  eat  ice-cream  on  a hot  summer  day. 

To  study  for  a killer  test  and  get  an  "A". 

To  go  to  a party  and  have  a blast, 

To  dream  about  the  future  and  remember  the 
past. 

To  compete  and  win,  to  compete  and  lose, 

To  keep  a grin  without  getting  the  blues. 

To  gossip  intently  with  your  very  close 
friends. 

To  discuss  all  of  the  latest  trends. 

To  help  the  less  fortunate  people  in  need. 

To  sit  down  with  a good  book  and  quietly 
read. 

To  make  disasterous,  disappointing  mistakes. 
To  play  for  high  and  low  stakes. 

To  set  challenging  goals  big  and  small, 

To  struggle  through  a year  of  study  hall. 

To  babysit  to  earn  lots  of  money, 

To  spend  it  all  on  something  funny. 

To  ski  crazily  for  the  very  first  time. 

To  end  up  with  a drenched  behind. 

To  go  to  the  beach  just  to  relax. 

To  come  back  to  school  and  be  burned  to  the 
max. 


Kathleen  Topp 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  8 
Caroline  School 
Caroline 


The  Marionettes' 
Unknown  Valour 

You  follow  the  people. 

Not  really  knowing  why. 

Agreeing  when  you  actually  disagree. 
Smiling,  when  inside  you  want  to  cry. 

Your  laughs  are  fake. 

Your  words  not  your  own. 

What  you  feel  makes  no  difference. 

In  this  world  true  feelings  can  never  be 
shown. 

Act  as  society  wants  you  to. 

But  you'll  never  forget 
The  bitter  bruises  and  scars 
Of  being  knocked  around  like  an  old 
marionette. 

You've  got  to  be  strong. 

And  show  no  fear. 

Hold  your  head  high, 

Conquer  the  vicious  puppeteer. 


Michelle  Masse 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  8 
Caroline  School 
Caroline 


Melinda  Matthews 

Seventeen  years  old 
Working  the  night  shift  at  the  hospital 
I heard  a cry 
from  a room 
with  a little  girl 
sitting  there. 

She  told  me  of  a nightmare 
Her  teddy  bear  dying 
of  a sickness. 

I tried  to  calm  her  fears, 

I took  the  teddy's  temperature, 
heartbeat, 

gave  it  a loving 

hug 

I told  her  he  was  going  to  live. 
Happily  she  took  the  teddy  bear. 
Snuggled  down 
and  fell  asleep. 

I felt  as  if  I really  had  cured 
the  bear. 


Mary  Ann  Stefanic 
First  Prize 
Grade  9 

Lacombe  Jr.  High  School 
Lacombe 


The  Mirror 

She  stands  there, 

twirling  in  front  of  it. 
Sucking  in--out, 
pinching, 
poking, 
judging, 

behind  closed  doors. 

The  shadow  beside  her— 
immovable, 
watching,  waiting 
as  she  begins  to  hope, 
perhaps  this  time— 

Soulless,  without  pity, 
it  stands 
there 

mocking,  taunting 
with  its  image 
laughing, 

-the  final  judge. 

It  holds  the  final  verdict 
and 

cannot  lie 
Once  again— 

defeat. 


Susan  Kutay 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  9 
St.  Michael  School 
Calgary 


Silenced  Winds 

The  bleak,  frozen  wastelands 
Extend  as  far  as  the  eye  can  see 
Past  the  rolling  foothills 

Over  the  mountains  to  the  ocean 
Which  is  forever  calm. 

It  had  been  years 

Since  the  winds  had  blown 
And  their  last  life 

Had  shown  them  in  all  their  fury 
Controlled  and  unleashed  by  man 
And,  once  released,  uncontrollable. 

Who  would  have  believed 
Such  a small  thing 
As  an  atom 
Could  bend  the  winds 
Could  distort  them 
And  silence  the  whistling 
Howling  force  that  had  been 
Since  the  beginning? 


D.  Blake  Reid 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  9 
Elboya  Junior  High 
Calgary 


How  Long 

How  long  must  I wait 
How  long  will  it  take 
Why  can't  I celebrate 
The  thought 
Of  life 

And  what  it  brings 

Memories  of  many  things 

Birthday  cakes  and  diamond  rings 

But  no 

These  things 

Are  done  and  past 

Why  should  I try  to  make  them  last 

Life's  a play  and  I'm  the  cast 

The  show 

Is  over 

The  ending  nears 

But  death  is  not  one  of  my  fears 

The  final  act  is  what  brings  the  tears 

It's  the  time 

Before  death 

My  life  is  done.  I'm  old  and  grey 

Why  do  I have  to  stay  this  way 

Too  old  to  understand  they  say 

To  see 

And  sing 

But  not  too  old 

To  smile. 


Candace  Veeder 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  9 

Ernest  Morrow  Jr.  High 
Calgary 


Remember: 

The  smell  of  crayola  crayons; 

Rainy  days  with  princesses  colored  with 
pink  and  big  green  dragons. 

Sweet  tasting  watermelon; 

Hot  summer  days  and  big  sticky  grins 
The  aroma  of  housepaint; 

Little  hands  helping  daddy  paint  the 
summer  cottage. 

A hug  from  a scruffy  old  teddy  bear; 
Dark  stormy  nights  with  monsters  in 
the  closet. 

Some  say  childhood  is  lost  forever; 

I say  just  remember. 


joy  Belt 
First  Prize 
Grade  10 
Sundre  School 
Sundre 


In  The  Park 

She  sits. 

The  old  woman  on  the  park  bench. 

Looking  into  space- 

seeing  nothing,  hearing  nothing. 

Not  stopping  the  tear 
as  it  rolls  down  her  cheek 
and  falls. 

Crying  for  lost  youth, 
lost  life, 
lost  love. 

A young  girl  appears  and  runs  to  the  bench 
and  hugs  the  old  woman. 

"I  love  you.  Grandma"  she  sings. 

The  tears  stop. 

The  losses  forgotten. 

Replaced  by  this  spring  flower 

to  warm  her  heart 

and  brighten  her  world. 

She  smiles,  needed. 


Sheila  Torrance 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  10 
Cam  rose  Composite  High 
Cam  rose 


A Patch  From  Time 

It  lies  on  my  bed. 

Worn  from  the 
Much  use  it's  had 
Over  the  years-- 
An  old  patchwork  quilt. 

They  say  that  my  great-grandmother  sewed  it 
For  her  daughter 

When  her  daughter  was  still  a young 
mother 

It  is  full  of  her  love-- 
The  patchwork  quilt. 

The  scraps  of  coloured  cloth, 

Sewn  in  fascinating  designs 

May  have  been  from  her  own  dresses 

Her  "Sunday  best"~ 

Now  the  patchwork  quilt. 

A smile  crosses  my  face 

As  I wrap  myself  in  the  blanket's  folds 
And  think  about  how  life  was  in  her  day 
And  about  how  lucky  I am  to  own  a patch 
from  time-- 

The  old  patchwork  quilt. 


Shawna  Fehr 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  10 
Rimbey  High  School 
Runbey 


Saul 

Saul  is  a boy  in  my  town 

People  give  him  their  kittens  to  drown 

(He  doesn't  really,  he  lets  them  go.) 

But  some  say  Saul  is  slow. 

Some  people  go  so  far  as  to  say 
"That  Saul  boy  there  should  be  put  away" 
Then  Saul  gets  scared  and  runs 
But  I like  Saul,  he's  lots  of  fun. 

He  speaks  real  slow 
And  I always  know 
What  he's  saying. 

And  when  we're  playing 
He's  ever  so  bright 

Thinks  up  stories  'bout  Queens  an'  Knights 
He  only  gets  confused  when  adults  are 
around 

Then  he  jumps  at  the  least  little  sound 
He's  not  really  dumb  like  everyone  thinks. 
He's  really  smart,  he  fixes  our  sinks. 

And  Ma  smiles  and  says  to,  "Drop  by." 

And  Saul  blushes,  he's  terribly  shy. 
Everyone  is  so  rude  to  him,  stare  when  they 
pass  by. 

They  don't  understand  him,  they  just  don't 

try! 


Mary  Burke 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  10 
Strathmore  High  School 
Strathmore 


Build  Our  Worlds 

First  as  lovers. 

Now  as  friends. 

We  will  build  our  worlds  again. 

In  the  picture,  the  rain  has  gone 
Washing  away  a part  of  me. 

Giving  me  a different  view 
Of  the  way  I think  of  you. 

On  life's  canvas. 

My  world  is  full  of  colour,  friend, 

As  I will  paint  you  in  again. 

In  the  book,  the  tension  has  subsided. 
Relieving  me  of  days  gone  by. 

Giving  me  a different  view. 

Of  the  way  I think  of  you. 

On  life's  paper. 

The  story  continues,  friend, 

And  I will  write  you  in  again. 

In  the  play,  the  pain  has  drifted. 
Draining  away  a part  of  me. 

Giving  me  a different  view, 

Of  the  way  I think  of  you. 

On  life's  stage. 

Another  act  commences,  friend. 

And  I will  cast  you  in  again. 

First  as  lovers. 

Now  as  friends, 

We  will  build  our  worlds  again. 


Corrinne  Egger 
First  Prize 
Grade  11 

Ernest  Manning  High  School 
Calgary 


"As  I Watch" 

You  stand  tall. 

Proud,  strong. 

Dancing,  twirling, 

A free  spirit,  increasing  by 
The  moments,  my  love  for  you. 

I often  ask  myself,  why  I 

Feel  so  strongly  for  you,  how  you 
Can  give  me  such  a special  feeling. 

Over  the  years, 

You  have  reached  out,  grasping 
My  heart,  capturing  my  soul 
And  as  I watch  you  now. 

In  a transparent  picture, 

I see  you.  You  are  a 

Glorious  Friend,  the  Lover  of  Young  Men,  Reaper 
Of  Victory  and  Death.  When  I look  at 
Your  body,  I see  chaos  and  hope... 

Conflict  and  peace. 

Yet  knowing  what  you  are, 

I can  only  love  you  more. 

Your  hold  on  me  is  not 

Insensitive,  for  you  are  my 
Lover,  and  my  friend,  my  hope. 

My  Freedom,  and  my  life 
I have  grown  up  with  your  smile, 

And  will  forever  be  proud  of  your  wisdom,  and  strength, 
You  are  a part  of  me.. .as 
I am  a part  of  you. ..for  always. 

You  are 

The  Canadian  Flag. 


Patti  Skosdopole 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  11 

David  Thompson  High  School 
Condor 


Memories 

They  float  in  and  out, 

Like  notes  of  a melody  long  since  forgotten. 

I sit  alone. 

But  I have  them  to  keep  me  company. 

They  fill  an  empty  place  in  my  heart  and  soul, 
And  help  me  cope  with  the  pain. 

The  loneliness  no  longer  overwhelms  me 
As  it  once  did. 

I sit  in  the  dark 

Scooping  them  up  like  butterflies  in  a net— 
Marvelling  at  their  simplistic  beauty 
Handling  them  gently;  scared  that  their  frail 
wings 

May  crumble  into  a colorful  fairy  dust, 

And  be  blown  away. 

Leaving  me  exposed. 

I continue  to  live  in  yesteryear- 
Surrounded  by  my  own  realm  of  memories; 

A world  I created,  thin  as  a spider's  web 
To  keep  out  the  hurt  and  loneliness. 

Wrinkles  melt  away,  leaving  smooth  skin 
And  my  step  is  quick  and  easy 
As  I run  toward  the  security 
Of  your  warm  embrace. 

Time  cannot  touch  me— 

I remain  with  you 

And  I don't  recognize  the  old  woman 
Who  stares  at  me  from  the  looking  glass. 


Dalene  Johnston 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  11 
Ponoka  Composite  High 
Ponoka 


The  Unmentionable 


Last  week, 

the  government  decided  to  spend  the  entire 
budget 

on  a new  office  building 
and  a new  jet  fighter. 

And  not  once  did  they  mention 
The  Smiths, 

the  couple  that  is  starving 
and  living  in  a no-heated  house. 

But  that  must  be  their  role 
in  society. 

To  be  the  Do-Withouts 
Because  they  are  governed  by 
democratic  bureaucrats. 

The  people  for  the  people. 

The  people  for  the  Do-Withouts? 

But  aren't  they  left  on  their  own. 

To  puli  the  wool  over  their  own  eyes? 

Because  nobody  thinks  about 
The  Do-Withouts. 

Everybody  is  undecided  on  what  to  wear  to 
Hawaii 

or  which  colour  of  car  to  buy 
or  which  jet  to  order. 

And  while  they  decide 
what  to  wear,  etc. 

The  Smiths  aren't  talked  about 
or  thought  about 
by  anyone. 

Except  me  and  all  those  who 
care! 


Meanwhile,  I'll  let  you  decide 
what  I'll  wear  today. 


Brad  Fournier 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  11 
Hay  Lakes  School 
Hay  Lakes 


And  The  World  Is 
Beautiful 


A wide-eyed  child 
holding  everything  as  true 
shaded  by  innocence 
everything  new. 

And  the  world  is  beautiful. ..right  Papa? 

Sometimes  in  school  they  laugh 

and  make  fun  of  my  clothes 

but  they're  only  jealous,  I'm  pretty  I know 

Papa  told  me  so.  I'm  his  little  girl. 

And  the  world  is  beautiful. ..right  Papa? 

We  live  here  only  for  now 

We're  moving  to  a big  house 

down  south,  just  wait 

Papa's  taking  me  to  Disneyland 

when  I turn  eight 

buying  me  a car  when  I graduate 

He  promised. 

And  the  world  is  beautiful. ..right  Papa? 

Papa  works  hard  all  night 
like  other  men. 

At  least  that's  where  he  tells  me  he  has  been. 
Mama's  sore 

She  fell  down  the  stairs  again 
Isn't  that  funny? 

And  the  world  is  beautiful. ..right  Papa? 


Once  when  I was  little,  I bought  him 
a shirt  that  said  “Number  One  Dad" 
but  he  never  wore  it,  not  once. 

I didn't  understand. 

Mama  quietly  said  it  made  him  feel  bad 
someday  I'd  know  why,  but  until  then... 
The  world  is  beautiful. ..right  Papa? 

The  boys  don't  call  me 

I wish  that  they  would 

Papa  says  they  just  know  I'm  too  good 

I'm  a beautiful  girl 

and  I wish  that  I could  believe  that. 

But  pieces  fell  together 
where  before,  they  didn't  fit  in. 

Reality  drew  me  past  stories 
before  much  too  thin. 

And  as  I grow  older 

I'm  starting  to  see 

the  people  and  the  world 

Aren't  all  Papa  said  they  would  be 

But  he  kept  it  beautiful 

while  he  could  for  me 

his  little  naive  girl. 

And  the  world  is  beautiful. ..right  Papa? 


Lucia  Frangione 
First  Prize 
Grade  U 
Camille ).  leRouge 
Red  Deer 


Teddy  Bear 

Bare,  empty,  cold  room  is  all  I 

leave  behind-- 

And  my  Teddy  Bear. 

You  were  there  for  me  while  I was 
growing  up. 

I told  you  many  intimate  secrets. 

And  shed  many  a tear  on  your  worn, 
brown  fur. 

You  were  my  best  friend-- 
My  Teddy  Bear. 

I used  to  dress  you  up  in  doll's  clothes. 

And  push  you  around  in  a carriage  all  day. 
Then  I would  pick  you  up  and  squeeze  you, 
And  I would  look  into  your  eyes. 

They  would  seem  to  say, 

"I  love  you." 

And  I would  say, 

"1  love  you  too"-- 
My  Teddy  Bear. 

Now  I look  into  your  eyes  and  one  is  missing. 
And  the  stuffing  is  creeping  out  of  your 
seams. 

You're  getting  old. 

Just  like  me--growing  up. 

And  now  it's  my  turn  to  leave, 

To  start  a new  life  of  my  own. 

I give  you  one  last  hug  goodbye 
And  there's  a tear  on  your  fur. 

I must  be  crying 
Or  maybe  it's-- 
My  Teddy  Bear. 


Darla  Pregoda 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  12 
Rimbey  Sr.  High 
Rimbey 


The  History 

Above  the  smoke-laden  sky  hung  Moon, 
Hidden  from  the  accusing  eyes  of  man. 

Away  from  the  tumult  of  the  battle  hung 
Moon, 

Hidden  from  the  wounded  and  plundered 
land, 

Away  from  the  battered  eyes  of  man. 

Kin  to  sorcerers  and  pagans  was  she, 

Beheld  in  the  narrow  eyes  of  man. 

Her  virtue  and  beauty. ..Oh  she  will  always  be 
Blind  to  men  who  will  never  see. 

Above  the  well-gilded  churches  hung  Moon, 
Prodded  by  the  wondering  eyes  of  man. 

High  above  scholars  and  nobles  hung  Moon, 
High  above  the  rich  and  awakening  land, 
Away  from  the  secular  eyes  of  man. 

A mysterious  and  unearthly  treasure  was  she 
Beheld  in  the  wanting  eyes  of  man 
Untouchable  by  jewels. ..Oh  she  will  always  be 
Blind  to  men  who  will  never  see. 

Above  the  smog-laden  sky  hung  Moon, 
Hidden  from  the  dying  eyes  of  man. 

Away  from  the  tumult  of  wars  hung  Moon, 
Hidden  from  the  raped  and  wounded  land, 
Away  from  the  icy  eyes  of  man. 

Scarred  from  man's  weapons  of  death  was  she 
Beheld  in  the  narrow  eyes  of  man 
Her  reason  and  value. ..Oh  she  will  always  be 
Blind  to  men  who  will  never  see. 


Trace y Cox 
Honourable  Mention 
Grade  12 
Chestermere  High 
Calgary 
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